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of artist-baiting at which the quarry outgrows the hunters. If
criticism is to pursue a man to the death, it must carefully
calculate the time at which such epithets as callow, immature,
conceited, and the like, must be exchanged for old-fashioned,
obsolete, exploded, and played-out In London the upstart fades
so quickly into the superfluous veteran (from the abusive point of
view) that one has to keep exceedingly wide awake lest the laugh
should suddenly change sides. No doubt Mr Isidore de Lara,
some fifteen or twenty years ago, had about him a certain
quantity of the nonsense proper to his age, emphasized by a style
sufficiently pronounced to rouse the artist-hunting instinct in
the Philistines. Whenever, in the due course of his struggle for
recognition as a singer and composer, he did those things which
(artistically.speaking) he ought not to have done, and left undone
those things which he ought to have done, he was generally
pretty promptly and publicly informed that there was no health
in him. Even the youngest critics wrote of him with all the
freedom of men old enough to be his father. This was all very
well in its day; but I submit that Mr de Lara has now grown up,
and had better either be treated seriously, or else frankly burnt
alive as a warning to young gentlemen who dislike city work. I
have, I hope, an open mind in the matter; but I doubt whether
it would be wise to burn him. He appears to me to stand out with
no small distinction from the ruck of our catchpenny ballad
manufacturers and barren professors of the art of doing what has
been done before and need not be done again. His popularity
with a certain section of London society is a perfectly legitimate
popularity, arising from the fact that his music exactly expresses
the poetic sentiment of that section, and is therefore felt in it to
be genuinely inspired and not merely put together for the royalty
market. Of course, if you happen to have a violent antipathy to
both section and sentiment, the very genuineness of the inspira-
tion may make his music all the more nauseous to you. But to
put forward your antipathy for what he expresses as a proof of
his incapacity to express it is ridiculous: the fact of the music
rousing that antipathy shews conclusively that the music is alive.
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